WILLIE : Because she threw me over, madam.

THE  VISITOR :   Oh, Jane,   how  could  you ?

(To WILLIE) And for no reason ?

WILLIE : No doubt she had her own reasons,

THE VISITOR :  Perhaps she liked Mr.  Percy

Middling better ?

WILLIE  (involuntarily) : Good heavens, no ! It

was simply that her parents persuaded her.

THE VISITOR : And it had nothing to do with Joy ?

WILLIE : I tell you I know nothing about Joy.

To the best of my knowledge, 1 have never

known a Joy.

THE VISITOR : In any case, a fellow can't be

expected to remember everyone.

JANE (a little awed) : Who are you ?

THE VISITOR (smiling at her) : Poor puzzled Jane !

[She takes her hand and pats it between her own,
as though she were a small girl*
JANE : How do you know all about us ? Please
tell us who you are.

THE VISITOR : Just an old woman who's feeling
rather more light of heart than she should at
her age.

JANE : But that doesn't tell us anything.
THE VISITOR : If I told you more, rny child, I
should be more mysterious, not less.

[They don't notice MINNIE'S return until she speaks.
MINNIE : He's asking for you.

[There is something foreboding in her voice, and it is
with large, grave eyes that the VisiTQRfollows MINNIE
slowly, almost, as it were, reluctantly, while the others
look on in silence. That silence continues for a moment
after she has gone, until at length JANE breaks it.
668